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THE HUDSON RIVER. 



II. 




Nyack. 



TARRYTOWN is one of the pleasantest, richest, and prettiest 
places on the river. It is built on the brow of a hill, and is a 
nest of lovely villas surrounded by tasteful 'gardens. Just to the 
south you observe th€ Paulding Manor, that large white house 
which all the passen- 
gers on the steamer 
have noticed. Its 
pure - marble walls 
shine hotly in the 
full tide of the noon- 
day sun, and look as 
a pearl or an opal 
set within the eme- 
rald of the lawn and 
shrubbery. Gables, 
towers, turrets, and 
pinnacles, cluster 
about it, and the 
whole front is en- 
closed by a wide 
piazza. Reposing in 
that hammock which 
swings so jauntily in 
the soft wind, you 
might taste the 
sweetest of Nature's 
delights. On a misty 
forenoon, a summer's 
evening, a moonlight 
night, or even in a 
storm of rain and 
wind, how many mi- 
raculous beauties ap- 
pear! Beyond the op- 
posite shore, gradu- 
ally rising from the 
foothills, faintly green . 
now, but sometimes 
grey or blue or pur- 
ple, falling into curves 
and soaring into pin- 
nacles, are the Ram 
apo Mountains in 




Old Dutch Church, Sleepy Hollow, 



New Jersey. A fleet of cool-looking sail-boats are ever busy in the 
intervening water, moving with the grace of a sea-bird's wing, 
and flashing their bright colours on the surface. The Highlancls 
are dimly outlined in the north, and the rugged Palisades stand 

out with a bold face 
in the retrospect 
southward. 

Taste seems to 
have run wild, and 
yet never to have lost 
itself, in Tarrytown. 
The houses are all 
elegant, but in style 
they vary between 
the Italian, the 
French, the Gothic, 
the Swiss, and the 
English. Some are 
of wood, some of 
brick, and not a few 
are built of marble 
quarried from Sing 
Sing. 

Strolling north- 
ward from these 
summer palaces, 
with their luxuriant 
gardens and conser- 
vatories, we soon 
reach Sleepy Hol- 
.low. " Not far from 
Tarrytown , ' ' Irving 
has written, " there 
is a little valley, or 
rather a lap of land, 
among high hills, 
which is one of the 
quietest places in the 
whole world. A 
small brook glides 
through it, with just 
murmur enough to 
lull one to repose ; 
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and the occasional whistle of a quail, or tapping of a woodpecker, 
is almost the only sound that ever breaks in upon the unifornn tran- 
quillity. If ever I should wish for a retreat, whither I might steal 




from the world and its 
distractions, and dream 
quietly away the rem- 
nant of a troubled life, 
I know of none more 
promising than this lit- 
tle valley." 

At the opening of 
the Hollow, by the side 
of a winding lane, there 
is an ancient Dutch 
church, which dates back to the year 1699, and is the oldest re- 
ligious edifice in the State. It is an old and quaint little building, 
with a tiny spire enclosing a bell, on which is inscribed in Latin : 
" If God be with us, who can be against us .^ " Close by there is a 



populous cemeter>% in which the mortal remains of Washington 
Irving are buried. The gravestone is a small slab of marble bear- 
ing his name, and there is also a memorial tablet in the vestry of 

the Episcopal church at Tarry- 
tow'n. Sleepy Hollow is in view^ 
with the brook, the hills, and the 
river, in the distance. 

It is only a short distance to 
the bridge that '' Geoffrey Cray- 
on " made famous in his legend 
of Ichabod Crane, and, as we 
^valk over it, how many delight- 
ful memories are revived ! We 
laugh again at the escapade of 
the schoolmaster, wdth his "soft 
and foolish heart toward the 
sex," and withal we cannot help 
liking his rival in love for Katrina 
— the stalwart and muscular 
Brom Bones. " Once upon a 
time," the legend goes, *' Icha- 
bod taught the Dutch urchins 
the three elementary J?'s, and at 
the same time paid court to the 
fair Katrina, wdio was the daugh- 
ter ot old farmer Van Tassel. 
Brom Van Brunt, nicknamed 
Brom Bones, loved the same 
maiden, and resolved to drive the 
schoolmaster from the village. 
One dark night Ichabod started 
home from the Van Tassel house 
m \ery low spirits. The hour was as dismal as himself. Far 
below him, the Tappan Zee spread its dusky and indistinct waste 
of waters, with here and there the tall mast of a sloop riding quietly 
at anchor under the land. In the dead hush of midnight he could 
even hear the barking of the watch-dog from the opposite shore 
of the Hudson ; but it was so vague and faint as only to give an 
idea of his distance from this faithful companion of man. . . . 

" Now, a belief w^as extant in a spectre called the Headless Horse- 
man of Sleepy Hollow, supposed to be the spirit of a Hessian 
trooper, whose head had been carried off by a cannon-ball. Near 
the old church this horrid ghost made its appearance in pursuit 
of Ichabod, who was bestride an inflexible horse named Gunpow^- 
der. The terrified schoolmaster made all haste to reach the old 
bridge, passing w^hich he would be beyond the power of his pur- 
suer." It was the identical spot, by-the-way, w^here Andr6 was 




Palisades^ above Nyack^ with Distant Viezv of Sing Sing, 
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captured. " He spurred old Gunpowder forward, but looking back 
he beheld the spectre close behind him, and in the very act of hurl- 
ing its head at him. The crash came ; Ichabod rolled to the 
ground, and the spectre and Gunpowder rushed past him in a 
whirlwind. A shattered pumpkin was found in the road next 
day, and not long afterwards Brom Bones led Katrina to the altar, 
but Ichabod was never seen or heard of again." 

An hour or a whole afternoon may be enjoyably spent by an 
admirer of the essayist in recalling the familiar places in Sleepy 
Hollow. 



Nyack, another charming little town, is opposite Tarrytown on 
the western bank, twenty-seven miles, from New York.,, A short 
distance above there is a magnificent bluff, which, receding^i^lp-nd, 
is gradually subdued in character until it is absorbed in a range of 
well-wooded hills. Fronting the river, it seems to be almost per- 
pendicular from the summit to its middle, and resembles an im- 
mense tower with a gigantic buttress. It is called Verdrietigh 
Hook, which means grievous or vexation point, as the boatmen 
are said to meet ill winds in the vicinity. 

Rockland Lake is embosomed in the hills at the rear, nearly 




Crotojt Point. 



300 feet above the level of the river. The water is said to produce 
the finest kind of ice, large quantities of which are cut from it every 
winter and sent to the city. 

Glancing at the eastern bank again, you notice another town, 
with several smoking factories and a large cluster of white build- 
ings near the shore. It is Sing Sing, and is to be noted as much 
for its picturesque situation as for its State-prison. The prison- 
buildings are those white ones which we have mentioned. They 
form three sides of a square, and have accommodations for nearly 
1,500 convicts. 



Let us glance for a moment at yonder tow of canal-boats which 
is slowly moving up the river. The steamer at the head is a curi- 
ous-looking craft. She has a very low deck, very high smoke- 
stacks, and immense paddle-boxes. Her power is great, as you 
may imagine from the number of boats in her train. Directly 
astern are about twenty canal-boats bound for the West, several 
barges, and two schooners. The canal-boats are gaudily painted, 
and throw many reflections of red, blue, and yellow, in the water. 
While on the river the boatmen's duties are light, and the men 
sing, dance, and otherwise make merry with spirit and determina- 




Stony Point a7id Havers traw Bay, -from above. 



tion. But the women are busy the day long. Early in the morn- 
ing, in a uniform dress of brown calico, and a red sun-bonnet 
which hides their features, they may be seen washing clothes and 
hanging them out to dry. Later, a bevy of chubby children are 
brought on deck and scrubbed. Towards noon the good women 
are peeling potatoes or dressing meat for dinner ; and in the even- 
ing, when the crew have been served with supper, they are to be 
seen in spruce attire, alternating sewing with conversation or read- 
ing. Social gatherings sometimes take place on the tows, and one 
lady sends her compliments to another with an invitation to tea. 



If this life is not picturesque, it has no charm. Every figure, it 
has been said, has a background that would touch an artist's soul. 
The women at their washing stand out against a slope of meadow- 
land, with a border of wild lilies in the undergrowth at the river, 
and the ragged urchin seems tangled in the depths of a clump of 
elms, through which the sunbeams are falling aslant like golden 
spikes into the trembling water. 

A short distance above Sing Sing a narrow tongue of land 
reaches out for a considerable distance from the eastern bank to 
the river, separating Tappan Zee from Haverstraw Bay. The 
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Peeks kill, from the Poiiit or Laiid below. 



water near the shore is shallow and grassy. A few fishermen's 
boats may be seen with their nets trailing astern. This is Croton 
Point, opposite which the Vulture was anchored when she brought 
Andre to meet Arnold ; and a little way below is Croton Lake, 
which supplies New York City with water. The dam is 250 feet 
long, 40 feet high, and 70 feet thick at the base. The capacity of 
the lake is 500,000,000 gallons, and it discharges about 60,000,000 
gallons daily. Another and much larger reservoir is now building, 
and when it is completed there will always be an abundant supply 
even in times of long drought. The water is brought to the city 
by an aqueduct of solid masonry, which terminates in a great re- 
ceiving reservoir at Central Park. 

Standing on the extremity of Croton Point, you obtain a fine 
view of the river. Some distance below, Verdrietigh Hook is seen 
with great distinctness, and above you have a glimpse of the High- 
lands, though their bases are hidden by the intervening foothills. 
Yonder little town in Haverstraw Bay is Haverstraw itself, and 
with the aid of a good telescope you may pick out Tre'ason Hill, 
the site of the house of Joshua Hett Smith, in which Andre ar- 
ranged with Arnold for the surrender of the garrison at West 
Point. The house is built of stone, and has two broad balconies 
in front. Less than a mile above Haverstraw is a line of limestone 



cliffs, which appear very white indeed in the sunshine. They are 
about half a mile in length, and produce a million bushels of lime 
eveiy year. 

Verplanck's Point and Stony Point mark the upper end of 
Haverstraw Bay. Stony Point is on the west side of the river — a 
bold, rocky eminence, with a lighthouse on its summit. During 
the Revolutionary War it was the site of a fort, which was cap- 
tured by the British on June i, 1779. The loss was a- severe blow 
to the Americans, and General Anthony Wayne was instructed to 
recover it if possible. At midnight on July 1 5th he led two co- 
lumns of picked men to the assault. They advanced undiscovered 
until they were close upon the British picket-guard, when an alarm 
was given, and a raking fire opened upon them. Nothing daunted, 
" Mad Anthony," as the general was called, led his men forward, 
and within half an hour after the first shot the fort and the entire 
garrison were captured. The next morning a cannonade was 
opened upon Fort Lafayette, situated on Verplanck's Point and 
held by the British ; but the number of the Americans was so 
small that they could not even hold Stony Point, and were soon 
compelled to abandon it. The steamer safely rounds the two 
points, and emerges at Peekskill, which is forty-three miles from 
New York. 




Entrance to Peekskill Bay. 



